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Claim but the tribute of a ſhort-Hv'd praiſe ; And 
Tir'd with admiring, ſoon the fancy cloys, lept 
And ſeeks in nature more congenial joys. 
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Who but with_raptures for a while muſt hear, 


When Fox or Mansfield charms the liſt'ning ear yhil 
Their well-ton'd eloquence has pow r to draw prop 
The gazing multitude with ſilent awe; 

Strike the ſull courts, and liſt'ning ſenates pleaſe V (or 
But, in the gayer hours of ſocial caſe, No in 
No more their glowing figures we admire, be tc 
(The heart grows cold with artificial fire,) Vith 
The well-wrought period no more commend, Wh ſon 
But quit the Orator, to ſeek the Friend, bir fre 


Whoſe artleſs ſpeech, to ſimple truth confin'd, With | 
Reflects the feelings of an honeſt mind. be el 


hen! 
ud E 


So Art and Nature have their various end, 
Her's be my praiſe, but Nature be my friend! 
Come to my call, come, Nature, ſree and fair, 
And, ſweetly ſmiling, wave thy golden hair! 


(#32) 
The bloom of youth, the pride of liberty, 
Glows on thy. cheek, and ſparkles in thine eye; 
The charms that from unconſcious beauty flow, 
Th' unfading joys proud Art can ne'er beſtow, | 
Are all thine own, Come, Nature, free and fair, 
And, ſweetly ſmiling, wave thy golden bair ! 
la Eden's garden, by divine command, 
Thou ſhedd'ſt thy graces 0'er a happy land: 
Twas there fair Eve betray'd her fond defire, 
With eyes reſponſive to her lover's fire; 
And, as ſhe gave her trembling hand away, 
Bluſh'd like Aurora at the gates of day; 
All Nature at their nuptials ſcem'd to vie 
u ſongs of love and ſympathetic joy; 
iſe ne bounding earth, the ſky ſerevely (air, 
ind murm'ring water, hail'd the joyſul pair; 
lephyrs alone, ſoft-ſtcaling through the grove, 
Hung o'er their couch, and fann'd their happy love, 
(aught their ſoft fighs, and to the rocks around, 
And ruſtling woods, couvey'd the dying ſound; 
While roſy bow'rs, by Nature's hand arrav'd, 
Iropp'd all their fragrance on the ouptial bed. 


for ſome ſoſt-ey'd Fair, whoſe chaſte defires 
o int'reſt warps, but love alone inſpires! 
de to falſe pride, and form'd for rural caſe, 
Vith no ambition but to love and pleaſe ! 
d, Wi ſome ſweet [cence of Nature's calm retreat, 
lar from the troubles of the rich aud great; 
'd, With me to wander, and with me to prove 
de charms of innocence, and joys of love! 
den would kind Reav'n my ſondeſt wiſhes crown, + 
ud Eden's happy garden be my owul 


VERSES BY C 
THOMAS HUTCHINSON, 
ON BEING th 


DRIVEN TO SEA IN AN OPEN BOAT. 


Theſe Ferſes are ſuppoſed to be written by Thomas 
—_— of Stockton, tolo was driven to Seq, 
in an open boat, out of the river Tees, by e, 
gale of wind, and was taken up on the evening of the 
following day (off Holy und. in the Coaft of Nor- 
thumberland, a diflance of alma 1OO miles, being the 
neareſt land, though not within fight ), by the Argo, 
of Sunderland, which bad been driven out of Whitby Len 


Roads by the ſame gale. litt. 
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Tur foaming billows, loudly raging, $00! 
Swell before the riſing ſtorm; 

Deſtruction all my thoughts engaging— It, w 

Good Heav'n preſerve my boat from harm! Lea! 

Ah! my anchor, ſmall and tender, ow a 

Slides before the ſwelling breeze Her 

Save, ob! ſave me, life's Defender! 0th 

Sce, we leave the ſriendly Tecs! 8 
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II. Bu 

Tremendous rolls the mighty ocean, | 

Waves on waves ſtill higher riſe; - 
Scarce my veſſel bears the motion; 

Lo ſhe ſtrikes the ſrowning {kics, 
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To launch into the vaſt profound, 
ſy heart and band no ſonger ſtesdyx 
Felt her beat the hollow ground. 
I. 
ith fainting voice I eall aſfiftince, _ 
Call—but there is none to hear— = 
rery help is at a diſtance; * 
My drooping ſoul's appall'd with 708 
| around my eye-balls flaſhing. | 
geek ſome diſtant mountain's brow ; 
wght J hear but torrents daſhing; 
Nought but Heawnean ſave me now. 
IV. 
e my boat with water filling 
Soon muſt ſink beneath the wave! 
e dreadful. thought my fancy chilling 
Lends my arm the ſtrength to lave: 
little lighten'd by my labour, 
Hopes revives within my breaſt, 
pe, a kind and friendly neighbour, 
Soothes the mourning ſoul to reſt, 
V. 
it, with horror, day declining 
Leaves me here in darkneſs bound; 
ow adicu to grief and pining, 
Here a wat'ry grave I've found; 
0 thou Sun,” I cry, and ſtarting, 
anxious gaze upon the ſkies, 
| ſce thy ſriendly beams departing, 
* But who, alas! will ſec the riſe?” 
VI. 
cht comes on—baut darkneſs never 
Lelipſes all the genial light, 
e white ſurſ aids my fond endeavonr, 
And joyful cheery my aching ſight, 
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ow from this wat'ry ridge ſhe's ready on 
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Once more Hope, with angel feature, 
Sinks into my tortur'd breaſt ; 
Heav'n, preſerve thy humbled creature, 
And lead him to @ port of reſb, 
VII. 
All bail the fign ] the beaming morning 
Glances o'er the rolling wave, | 
Its rays, the filver ſurge adorning, 
Give earneſt of the power to ſave. 
My little (kiff ſtill bra ves the motion, 
Still ſhe drives before the gale; 
My eyes I dart along the ocean, 
la hopes to ſpy a paſſing ſail. 
VIII. 
Dreadful ſtill is all around me, 
No glimpſe of chearful ſhore is nigh, 
Death in hifdeous forms ſurrounds me, 
Hear, oh! hear my earneſt cry! 
Alone, exhauſted, tempeſt-driv'n, 

Here my labours all moſt end; 
Protect my wife, all-righteous Heav'n | 
And be to my poor babes a friend | 
| IX. 

Deep lighs within my boſom heaving, 
Although np tears bedew my cheek, 
Tell the ſharpen'd pang at leaving 
All I love their lot to ſeek: 
Ah! while 1 gaze, my eye-balls ſtraining.s 
Is it a ſail that glads my ſight ? 
It is—and Heav'n has heard my 'plaining 
Beſore another dreadful night. 
X. 
Words I want to ſpeak my ſeeling; 
See, they caſt the friendly rope! 
Here, in water humblyknecling, 
Thanks—fors this is more than hope! 
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Now on board the ſhip arriving, | 
How my fluttring thoughts rejoice 1 
oy and fear together ſtriving — BRL." * 
And do I hear a human voice? 
XI. 
ad can 1 fee without emotion, 
While on this ſaſe deck I tread, 
y little boat fab in the ocean, 
Through various perils hither led? '  - 
is gone—and ye, who hear my ſtory , 
Join in praiſe to Heav'n above; 
o Him alone be power and glory, 
To us benevolence and love 


VERSES ADDRESSED TO 4 YOUNG woman | 
Who, with Interefled Views, flrove to 
CAJOLE AN OLD MAN, 


| I. 
Cra SE, Silvia, ceaſe! your am'rous ſtrife 
an ne'er reſume the lamp of life, 
Or call back vernal yeats; 
be roſy wreath, that Youth beſtows, 
la Age's winter never blows, 
No ſecond Spring appears. 
I, 
hat ſeaſon paſt, you vataly ſtrive 
My dying paſſions to revive, 
When time has chill'd my heart ; 
o kindle love with ſtudy'd charms, 
hen genial heat no longer warm, 
Exceeds the power of art. 
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What thouzh your chpoks with roſes oy 
And plcaſure ſparkles ia Ow = 

Your lips as coral redes ' o WM 
Your boſom as the lily fair, 
And full of grace your ſhape aud ait ' + 

No beauty wakes the dead, lis 
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Like you the dazzling ſolar ray. | 
On Hecla's ſnowe, in wanton play, 

Diſputes ſtern Wister's reiga; 
That ray, though warm, is never felt g 
Thoſe ſnows its glowing.entrails melt, 

And Phœbus ſhines in vain. 
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But could I, Heav way at once acquire 
The hoary head, aud heart of fire, 

That Hecla's doom'd to prove, 
Of thy bright eyes the pbtent gleam 
Would all my faculties inflame, 

And melt my foul to lovel 
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